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TREASON OF A FEATHER. |

e eesy .‘.“‘w“m.‘.‘

L]
'
L]
y

te

With hiddan moone and tangle set
Rlool Cupld In the rlmu-? '

Aldin

the aed to lure and trap

A duckling fying over!

The stare was aprun

whon Cupld freed

The quarry from hls nooss.
Mo faund that he had salted for
A dtick—and caught a gooss!

'l'!_r. Cupld, for a laver's charm
Upon: milady's bunnet !

D fAx 0 feather of that bied.
And wet Wiy soal upon it

L ontled milndy “dove” and “duck*—
Fha mntrimonisl nooss

I waumd ahwmut her hewrt—-nnd then
Lround T caught a goose!

The Second Half

I

To lourze dejectedly In hig chalr,
gazing pensively at the mantelplece,
bad become ote of Bol's dally ocen-
pations.  Perhaps the white letters,
W-EL B8 LEY, standing out con:
spictionsly wo a pennant in the center
hud fascieated him, Poerhaps the mere
knowledge that sho had glven It 1w
I'im made Fate seem loss cruel

Be that ns It may, thoe Wellealey
pennant held the place of honor (n the
teom, the spot whereln the football
piayer's heart had hitherto stood,

A long row of pretry faces resching
werons the wall told thelr own story
ol & brief refgn, And now, where each
i turt had stood, hung an [nanlmate
pennant

Tom was rudely recalled from
dreamiand by & knocok at the door,

“Come in!" he shouted, Inhospita
iy and without looking arcund.

“What's up, Bob?" Inguired Ned
Summers, ontefing the room In foot
ball attire. "Why are you mooning
wronnd bere? The fellows are wa't-
Ing,"

He gianced about the room for

me expianation of Bob's evident
irental disturbance.

"Hang football™ was the unelvil re-
sronge,

Ned vented his feelings by a whistle
ol surprise After a minute bhe lald a
hand on Bob's abovlder.

“What's the matter, old chap?' he
naked, "Do you want those fellows to
wipe us off the face of the earth on
Saturday? Onpe might think so from
tue way you've played this fall, 1'd
soggest that you were In love, but—
hollot™

Hix eye fell on the pennant on the
tmntel. “Where's her picture? Who
s It now?

“That's the gquestlon—where la |1?
#he dido't give me one.”

Bob's dejected alr was so unusual
s to cause Ned to look curlonsly at
him

“I say. Bob, |8 your bralin affected?”
lie msked, half serfonsly.

UNo; el you, Ned, its my heart.
I'm hard hit

“Why don't you tell her 2"

“Why don't you ride 1o the moon In
an auto?’ Evidently there were rough
spots in Bob's temper

“Coma, Bob, what's It all abouat?"
Neod's expression was one of bewllder
nient,

“I tall you, she won't Hsten to me.
I met her &t Green Lake In August,
She spent the summer there with her
mother, and on the afternoon of the
night she was to leave | tried to tell
her all about ft, only to become en-
tangled In one of those sarcastle cun:
veraations which ended In a quarrel.

Ta rvool off I went out for a turn In

Gazing pensively at the manteipiece,
the water, Intending to return and
apologize for some things 1 sald. When
I was nleely out In the middie the
wind wert down and left me lulled
two miles from shore. my salis empty
snd no sign of an oar.”

“Well?"" asked Ned leanlog againat
tha manteiplece and bevoming Inter
astad,

*“Well! It waon't well at all” cor |

| rected  Bob, Impatieatly. “When |
finally reached the hotel, several hours
| later, she wus gone, but not withpul
u parting shot at me In & note. She
{ sald A Jot of things about people los:
ing thelr tempers and all that rot, and

“If it is so easily won, Bob," she said.
aof how a real gentlemen would have
apologized for what | had sald, You
goo, sho thought it was Intentlonal—
my golng out on the lake sud remaln.
Ing until she was gone."

Bob's eyes  sought the
ngain.

“But why don't you write to her?
ghe'll listen to remson.” Ned was be
ginning to show signs of sympathy.

“I did, and I'm waltlng yet for the
frawer.”

“And the pennant—how about that?”

"Oh, she gave that to me—before.
It's all 1 have of hers ™

“Do you realize that you haven't
culightened me as to who ‘her Is?”

“She's Louretie Richmond, Lives
in Corning.”

It was Bob'a own fault that he did
net detect the shaft of surprise that
shot acrogs hig friend's faco.

“Well, It's  pretty tough, old man,
but this won't win our game for us
Come, we must practice. A bump or
two on the gridiron will shake all sen-
timent out of you. We must do those
fellows Saturday,"

A few minutes later, when they
stopped into the street, logether, Ned
van on ahead and disappeared around
the corner, ostensibly o telephone to
a friend

But the telephone message was writ-
ten on A telegraph blank and read:
“Miss  Gladys Irving, Corning, New
York. Arrange to come to gamo Sat-
furday an bring Lourene without fall.
] .‘Ned."
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Exprossions of mingled surprise and
disappolntment were plainly visible on
many faces in the ¢rowded stand. Ter-
boll, the halfback, had fumbled every
ball In the frst half. He was not
playing In his usual form.

When “time" was called, Ned Sum:
mers rushed up to a small boy stand-
ing on the fleld. All out of Lreath
trom playing, he gasped!:

"Run to Bob Terbell's room. Know
where*it Is? All right. Bring the pen:
vant hanging on the mantel. Bring It
lere as fRsl os you oan scamper.”

As the players took thelr positions
for the second half Bob Terbell, bend:
g over with his head betwoon his
knees, glanced casually at the grand-
stand.

Through the space he saw a white
lettered pennant floating In the breeze.
Without thought of the game he stood
erect, just as the signal was to be
given. On a pretense of adjusting his
noseguard, hoe stood for a minute
while the slgnal was held,

“X-Y-211.3!" called the quarter
back, as Bob resumed hils position.
The fight for the pigakin was on.

Bob played football as well s the

pénnant

second balf as he had played badly In
the first, and all because he saw a lace
behind the fiying pennant.

. . . . .

“But you played so much better In
the last half, Bob,” sald Lourene, as
she put a little hand in the two big
ones In the deserted grandstand, Two
other thoughtful young persons were
walking In an opposite direction, "You
saved the day."

“No; you did It," replied Bob, look-
ing ridiculously happy and forgetting
to release the hand he held. “You
won the game. But jor the sight of |
your face, so unlooked for, behind that
pennant, 1 should have fumbled
through the whole game. A part of
my anatomy waa wanting."

And a long time afterward, when he
had taken off his football clothes and
bad regalned some of hix equanimit®,
he sald, “Do you suppose, dear, that
you could help me win the battle of
iife as you did the gam: today You
can—but will yon?"

“If It 18 so easlly won, Bob,” she
sald.

And they began on the second half
of the game—Dorothy Blackmore lg
Boston Globe,

WHY IT DIDN'T WORK.

Bullheadedness of Millionaire Backer
Spoiled Gooed Thing,

“When 1 way young,” remarked the
seady man, I was an Inventor, And
ona day when | had tho disease badly
I Invented a machine which I called
‘Mother, dear, because it would caM
you early. It was a clockworlt ar
rangement which was meant to stand
by your bedside, and at whalever |
time in the morning It was fxed for
it would drag you out of bed and force
you Into your clothes, There were a
lot of other things attached to It as
well, such as a machine which would |
black your hools and an arrangement
for making a cup of coffee and frylng
bacon, and #o on. Well, 1 got It all
completed at last, and it worked beau-
tifully; and then [ got a milllonaire
to come and Jook at {1, so that he
might find the oapital to put It on the |
market,” \

“Well,” aald the listener, bhreaking
In upon the silence; "didn't It work?"

“Yes,” replied the Inventor sadly;
“It worked very well. Dut that idiot
of & milllopaire Insisied on trying it
himseif; and he Iald down on the
bed the wrong way [or the machine,
g0 that It dragged him out the wrong
way up, and the boot-brushing appar-
atus got to work on the top of his
head, while the other end poured hot
coffee down the leg of his trousers,
and when he finally got free, he broke
up my humble lHitle home with the

patent, That discouraged me, and |
haven't  invemted anything
Ah-ht"

She Wanted to Know.
Among the fads of the Hon, Benja-
min F. Tracy at his fine farm In
Tloga counly was the breeding of

plge which had something more than |

n local reputation as pork prmhmnrs,l
to that fancy prices were pald for
hams and Dbacon from “the Tracy
hogs.” One day a party of young

people were shown around the place, |

a falr bud belng the ex-seersiary's
companion, Bie seomaed Intensely n-
torestod n the avimals, so much wl
that Mr. Tracy asked e about |t

"Well, I'm very curlous you know,
and 'm eager 1o find ot which ofe of
the famous Tracy bogs it Is that furs
nishes the bacon!"—New
York Times.

boticless

To the Evening Star. |
Star that belogest homee the hee,
And mets the weary laborer freel |
1 any star ahed pepes, ‘tin thou
That send'st it from above, |
Appwaring when besven's breath and
hrow
Are sweel as s

wa jove,

Came (o the Inxuriant skien
Whilst the landeenps s oldors Flee
Whilst far-off lowing hends are heard
And pongs when (ol Is done
From cottnges whose smoke unstirr'd
Curls yellow o the sun

Star of love'a soft interyviews,
Parted lovers on thee mune;
Thelr remembranecy in heaven
OFf thrilling vows thoy nrt,
Tono deliclows 10 be riven
By absence from tha heart,
Thomas Uampbell,

An Especially Fast Morse.

Harrls Cohen, the Baxter street
clothier, whose recent death revealed
the fact that the money he had made
in business had nll been lost In horse
racing, was anythirg but an Irishman,
yot frequently pe made bnlls,

One of hig Lulls concerned a horse
lie had just bought. A man =ald this
horse was & poor one—sald It could
pot compare with o certaln animal of
his own.

“Rubbish!" Cohen retorted. “Rub-
bish! Why that horse of mine can
gtand still fastor than yours can galk
lop."—New York Tribune.

As It Was Printed.

There is one woman poet in Hew
York who will read proof carefully
until the edge of a recent error wears
off, 8She speal two days on & touchy
ing poem, the pivolal line of which
read:

My soul s a lighthouse kesper,

When the printer fnished with 1
the line read:

My woul Is & light housekespery,

ONE OF THE LARGEST IRRIGATING CANALS
IN THE WOALD,

A Projeot of the Niate of Idahe.

On tha west slde of the Snake river
o 1daho, between Blackfout and Ameri-
can Falls, there ls bolog construoued hy
the Amerlean Falls Canal & Power com-
i‘lln y under s contract with thestate of

duho, s irrigating cannl 85 fest wide

and 60 miles long. When finished, this
osnul will be one of the largest and
most perfoct Irrignting systems in the
world., By 1ta meanaa valley ol 100,000
acres of the most fertile wod productive
frult and farm land in Amerion will be
roclsimed

The climate of this valley s (deal,
Cyclones, hot winds, floods or destruee
tive morms have never been koown.

Gealn, grasw, vogetables and all varie-
tiea of fruit grow In abundance. A
healthicl ollmate, o sure crg ), & heavy
yleld, high prices and a r‘cal]y market,
iiv foatures of this country

Ten thousand weres of this rich land
are now ready for irrigation and settle-
went, Purchase vickets to Blackfoot
via Oregon Short Lise Hallway Co,

For full informution concerning land, |

Whter rlghu‘ low prioes and CAsy Lerms,
write,
Evans, Cunmis & Swesr Co,,
Sult Lake City, Uah.

An artlat draws a pleture, an eguine
draws o dray; the man who marries
draws a blank, sometimes, we've heard
them say; @ thirsty man draws water
& hloasom draws the bee: if | can only
iraw my pay, that's good enough for
e,

HOW'S THIS?

Wa offer One Hundied Dollars peward for any
tesa of Catareh that cannor be cured by Hall's
< W Cure,

AR T ICHENEY & €O, Prape Talada, O.

Wa. the undersigned, have known F, |, Chenay
for the last 15 yeury wnd believe him petfacily
honotabile in all business trapsaetions and fihanel
sliy ahls 1o cany out wny obligutions made by
thele frm. :

WEST & TRUAX. Wholesaln Druiggiets. Talada,
Ohio: WALDING, KINNAN & MARVIN, Whule
sale Dmggises, Taledo, Ohilo

Hall's Cwtarch Cure in taken internally, scting
Airsothy upots the blood il murous cuitaces of the
srvtem.  Testimonials wint free. Price 3¢ per
bottle. Sald by all dmggiste

Hall's Family Pills uro the best.

“My dear sir,” began the bunco man,
‘vour face steikes me a8 belng famil-
lar” “"So?" coldly replied the Intelfi-
gent farmer. My flst most generally
itrikes folks for Leing that way,"

Superior quality and extra quantity
must win. This (s why Deflance
Starch I8 taking the place of all
others.

“Did you wee the great wnectiadla

the cathedral? Now 1 had llﬂi s
speciacles at home"™

A smille of satinfaction woes with ane of
Razter's "Bullhmg" b-cent cigars.

When moy"nm becute ntimute sk
called Mm Charlle, but when she hogan
10 call him “Mr."” he Knew he hiod missed
her . )

To Care a Cold in One day,
Take Lazative Bromo Quinine Tabists. All

slnce | druggisturefund muney if it fulls tocure. 2be

it

Firat Mosquito- My gradions, vou look
ay If you were drunk last night! Second
Mopquito -1 was [t wis so durk that
i bit old Mr. Soaker by mistake,

It vou have smoked a Hullhead b.cent
wigar you know how gool they are, i
you have Hut belter try ons,

“Aren't son afrald of triste™’ aeiked
the puble-sptiited man, 1 used 1o he
answers] Benntor Borghum. “but 1 have
found ot that I & min Is polite and it
dustrions, & trust 18 & tigbt good em-
ployer." ol Subnd

Mrs, Winslow's Sanliing Myrap.
For ehiliren terthing. softeus tie gute, reluces in-
Aammation, sllaye palo. cures witid volle, 3 & botthe.

‘T don't we® anvihing aboutr thpt dog
to make her worth E Well, 1 o
ahe Noks the plates su clign they don
nesd nhy wunhing.'

he secrat of the poputarity of Bexter's
“Bullhead ' focent clgar o revealed tn one
waord—"Quality."

To the housewife who has not yet
become acquainted with thé new
things of everyday use In the mariet
and who ls reasopably satlsfied with
the old, wa would suggest that a triad
of Deflance Cold Water Starch be
made at once. Not alone because It
I8 guaranteed by the manufacturers
to be superior to any other brand,
but becauss each 10c package ron-
taine 16 ozs., while all the other kinds
contain but 12 o, 1t iz safe to say
that the Iady who once uses Deflance
Starch will use no other. Quality
and quuotity must win,

After the average man atrikes (¢t rich
it Weeps him buky trylng to forget b
old acquaintabioes

"It beats all" how good & cigar you cas
buy for & cents If you buy theright brand
Try a “"Bullhead.’

“I taderatand vou have Just returned
from Mwe huila of legislation “Wha
sald I made any haula™

| 140 not ballers Pleo's Cure for Conrumption
Bas un equal for cougns and colda —Jomx P
Boraw Trinity Springs, Ind.. Feb. & 0L

I iy Dest giri was ¢ kodok fend, and
whan he fell an his kness to proposs
swha shouted . “Ban't move! [ want W
Kol my camien

The mildest tobuero that grows ls used
Lin the make-up of Buxters Hullbesd &
cent clgar. Tiy uhe and see,

Conenlt alften gui
lutge hole

M

4 anall man (nts »

AMMUNITION |

bas a feeling of confidence in
his cartridges, They don't
misfire and always shoot where
u alm.
Tell your dealer U, M. C,
when be asks ' What kind?"

Sead for catalog.
The Unlon Metallic Cartridge Co.
Bridgeport, Conn,

FLHLHL TR E
SNDON BALM

CATARRM=-HAY FEVER and COLD in tha
HEAD posltively relieved and CURED by
thin wonderfully cltansing=untiseptic=
| and Healing Specific. Price B and 8cte
Ask your drugmiss, '
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FREE TO WOMEN!

PAXTINI

To prove the beallng and
eleansing power of Partine
Toliet Antlseptie wo will
mall & large trial padieass
with book of iastroetios
mbaciutely free. Thislsnot
A tny sample, but & largy
puckagr. enough W0 fon
vihot anvone of its valua
Women all over the coustry
are pralsing Paxtioe for whal
It bas done 1o loos]l srest-
ment of fomale (1A, curing
All Inflammation and discharges, wolderful asy
alvansing Yisginal doiche, fof soré Throatl, nasa
satareh, as n motth wish and to remove taria
and :llut.*n the teeth, Send today; b postal card
sl do.

Bold by draggistanr sent postpald b . B¢
‘euts, | le. Mutinfuctlon guarspieed

shd l'Ax'nm Ct)., Hosten, Mase.
814 Columbua Ave.

Har e usef Thompson's Eye Waler

Koo bt

Hundreds will testfy 0 &

Try ¥ once yoursll

W guarantes satisdaction or monty bedk
You can't bse.

Get 0t of your grecer.

you got of aay other brand

OMARZA, NLB.

Deflance Starch & tha vory best Starch mad,

Deflance Starch b absolutely free brom chemicals
| makes the dothes ook beavtiful snd will aot cot them,

16 cances for 10 conds—one-third mere than

THE DEFIANGE STARCH 0.,
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